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W 
Eſolate Albion, mourn thy cruel Fate, 
4 b Maria's Dead! 


ie fair, the chaſt, the great, the good Maris ; Da! 
\nd with her all thoſe glorious Titles fled, N 


hat Virtuous cou'd Adorn, or add to Dew. 
Of Graces ſh'had. ſo vaſt a Store, 


mpoveriſh'd Nature cou d not add one more, 
Beauty and Goodneſs in her ſo combin'd, te Ar 
That, like the Sun, where- eder ſhe ſbin'd, do 5 
\r once ſhe gave both Light and Warmth to humane od. 
How happy Britain's Throne, 
hilſt ſhe vouchſaf d to ſtay below, 
Envy'd by all, envying none, 
Too bleſt, in Her, long to continue ſo! 
Like Gods of old, ſh'appear'd, but ſoon was rapt away, 
1! why ſo bright the Viſion, and ſo ſhort Its ſtay ? 


I. 
Bid Neptune, who with ſoft Embrace, 


Kiſſes thy fruitful Banks in ev'ry place, 
T*expreſs his Grief, his foaming Billows twell ; - 


And bid [the Nympbs and Sea- gods Britains Sorrows tell: 
We'll add ten Thouſand Rivers — 


T' increaſe his Store, 8 


ivers of Tears which from lamenting Eyes da pour. 
In vain his ſwelling Billows riſe, 


la vain we add the Tribute of our Eyes, 5 
' expreſs our mighty Grief, A Deluge can't ſuffice, : 
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10 each true Britiſi Heart, n 
Since Charles was ſnatcht from England's Throne, 
(To make us Slaves ro France and Rome,) 
Grief never plaid ſo true, ſo 115 ſo ſad a part. 
III. 
Fatal Diſeaſe ! that couldſt at once „ 
Natures Chie Ornament, and 'Albio#s'Joy, N 
We wou'd have brib'd thee, Her t'have ſpar'd, | 
With Millions of the common Herd; 
But chou, relentleſs. Tyrant! ſeizedſt the Hearr, 
And ev'ry noble part; 
There thou in Triumph fart, and didſt with Pride 
The vain Efforts of Humane Art deride. 

That Sacred Art, whoſe power and uſe to ſtain, 
A trifling Witling labours at in vain: 
Unable to ſupport the Task, to praiſe A N 
His borrow'd Gall, would ill-rim'd Laughter raiſe; 

But Praiſe or Malice; equally the Scorn 

Of all, aſperſe as little as adorn.) 

No blazing Comet did appear, 
Jo terrifie our Hemiſphere; 
No ominous Sign, or dire Preſage, | 
Foretold her Doom, 

Or warn d us to prevent Heav'ns Wrath to come, 
And by our Pray'rs and Hecatombs its Vengeance to affwage 


Heaven's juſt Anger we have cauſe to fear, (2 * 
Since unconcern'd it cou'd appear, | . ; 
And ſaw fo great a Ruin threaten us ſo near. 
| IIS K: Riel 
She's goge, alas! ſhe's gone! 2 Go 
And to thole Bleſſed Manſions flown, . 
Where, free from Trouble, Pain, or Gan 
With pity ſhe loc ks down, 
On her afflicted Lord, and groveling Subjects here; And 
Her Pious Soul to Heav'n did long ſince tend, Tt 
Her Body ſcem'd 40 linger here behind-: 


To ſuch a noble . her Soul did 5 


— 


WES) 2 

When to the Holy Alter ſhe approach'd, - | _.... 1.7 
With burning Zeal ſo ſtrongly. rouch'd, eg 

hat the Spectators drew Devotion from her Eyes; 3 8 1 
Her Form was ſo Divine, al 

She ſeem'd a Goddeſs, not a Vot'ry of the — 1 

And yet ſo lowly, „ 23 Al 
as the great Pattern of Humility, 
\nd taught the Meaneſt . t approach the Dei. 


— 
* 


A 
* 


In one 10 ;ghly: ad; ee * oh 

3reatneſs with Goodneſs were moſt ſweetly 1 mix 4% 1 

Say ſhe was Great, it muſt be ee 

| Only in doing Good; a 

Her tender E, Dian ae 

Was always open to receive. 

As freely as her Liberal Hand to give, . nd an 
hen Virtue pleaded, or Deſert put up a Pray "FR 
With ſo much Eaſe her Bounties ſhe beſtow'd; 

With ſuch a pleaſing Air they flow'd, 
That all, who did a Benefit receive, - 
' Blefs'd the Sweet Donor more than: Donative. 
She never had a Fo, 
But thoſe that were to Goodneſs Þ'; 
And when they « did offend, _ ... 

Such was the gen'rous Temper of her Mind. 

8e With juſt Revenge ſhe ne&er purſu'd their Faults; | 

(Hut left em to be plagu'd by their own guilry thoughts. 

( This the Ingfates did own, + | 

| And yet they treſpaſs'd on; 

hich made her Mercy ſeem the more Divine, 

\s Gold being oft refin'd does brighter ſhine. 

VI. ; 
See, ſee, the mighty Hero tears 
The Lawrel from bis ſacred Head, 
\nd quits the Thoughts of Arms to mourn Maria dead, 
The noble Partner of his Tod and Cares 


| Az n tt 
h. | | oi 


f 


. ; I 1 
} — "7 -© 


* 6 ) 

= That Martial Fire whith ſpatkled in his EY 
And gave Life to his Friends, Terror to's 9 Wed 
1s all diſſolv'd in Tears, or vented in ſad Sighs. | 
Fearleſs amidſt ten thouſand Foes he flood 


In recking Fields of Blood; 39 H 
Amidſt ten thouſand Deaths, and ping Wounds, N In v 
Which angry Mars threw all around, [For 
Uadaunted he triumphed ver x 4} ; 
The grim inſulting Tyrant, ang defid his Power, 0 Aga 
Tho? all his horrid ſhapes, and ghaſtlieſt looks he wore, E 

| His Manly Soul, U 
Which Danger ne er could Fright, nor Fear Controul, Step 
| With ſuch a weighty Grief preſs'd down, Both 

| The weakneſs of Mortality muſt own. 

* | So have we ſeen a generous Tree, Had 
| The fierceſt Storms and Thunders rage defies, Say 
But if ſome unkind Hand divide a I And 


The loving Mare which flouriſh'd by his fide, 
Hangs down his lofty Head, grows fick, and grieving dies. Yel 
| VIE. 


Mourn, Mourn, thou fairelt Sex, who Rill wer't nigh 
So much Biemity; 3 
To you ſhe, as a Miſtreſs Great, was kind ; 


Yet tender to you as a Friend, You 
She to Religion did invite: 2 Whi 
Too vertuous Deeds excite | | 
By her own Example, free 149. 
From — — auſterity, | 6 Nov 
Which may compel, but ne'er can charm to Piety. | 
You ſaw how Innocent | Wit 
She paſs d the Days, how Sweet her Nights were ſpent; 
So Vertuous was her Court, You 
That Angels there might undefil'd "reſort, | App 
Ah where will Vertue now for ſhelter run, 
When ſhe the great Protectreſs of n's gone! 7 N 74 
VII. | I The 
Ye Sons of Levi write her Elegy, 
And let it be, 


| Great as the 1 Sad as our cha, JE Let 


CO YR 
Let every Voice her Praiſe aloud proclaim 
And let each Pulpit eccho forth her Fame: 
Write Glorious Epiraphy, that ſo | £&: 
Poſterity may know, "MF 1 * 
How much Divinity to her did owe. _ BEG 
In vain your learned Argument y had tri'd, _ 
(For Arguments and Senfe were always on your fide.) 
In vain you bandrd airy words i 
Againſt a Ruling Pow'r, and Cutting Swords; 
Had not the Hero, by Maria mov'd, 
(Maria the Belov dj) ages 
Stepp'd in and fav'd your ſinking Church and State; 
Both had been ruin'd by one common Fate; © 
And Muddy Tiber, long eer this, 
Had ſullid the pute Streams of Thamuſts. 
Say then, to ſuch Deliveters, What's due, 
And let that gratefully be paid by yu. 
| 21th THY 


ies. Ye Friends of Helicon Lament and Mourn, 
And all your Numbers to ſaid Dirges turn, 
h Since ſhe is gone, the nobleſt Theam ! 
And Patroneſs of you and Them! 
No more ſhe now ſhall hear : 
Your Joyful Notes ſaluting the New Year, * 
Which till was happy whilſt ſtill bleſs'd with her! | 
Her Praiſes now rehearſe 
N ln mighty Numbers, mighty Verſe, 
Now let your higheſt Fancies looflly fly, | 
You cannot ſoar too high, | | 5 
Within the Limits of Mortality. 2 
Rack, Rack, each Metaphor 
Your flatt'ring Tribe have heretofore 
Apply'd to Woman-kind ; it will appear 
They're true of her, and only her. 
- -  Flatrry ſhe hated here below, f 
The higheſt Fancy cannot reach her Merits now; 


A 4 | Stop 


Let 


„ 
X 


Stop here my Muſe thou ſtriv'ſt in vain; 
With flagging Wings the mighty height to gain; 
= She is as much above thy feeble Praiſe, 
= As is the place eur $4 
That holds her glorious Spirit now, 
- #% Diſtant from little Thee below: 
| Soc have we ſeen a Falcon in his flight, 
[| Purſue the nimble Quarry out of fight; 
| Weary'd, and ſpent, at laſt 
Deſcend with hanging Wings and eager haſt. 
And yet before thou leav'ſt thy Song, 
Let the great William take thy Wiſh along; 
May he his Conquering Arms advance | 
Into the Bowels of Inſulting France: | iN 
May Bleſs d Marias Soul inſpire. | 
His active Breaſt with double Fire; of | 
Then crown'd with Laurels let him come, 
Bring Peace and Glory with him home, 
And he, and they, upon us Smile, CES > 
Whilſt he rules Albion, or Maria is remembred in our Iſleſ She 
| * No 
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Pindarick Ode, . 


I. 
He's dead, alas! beyond recovery dead! 
The Queen is dead in whom we liv'd, 
While all our Joys far as her Soul are fled, 
And ſcarce can ſooner be retriev'd : 
What then remains for Comfort or Relief, 
But a free Vent to our juſt Source of Grief: 
Deſcend, Britannia, from thy loſty Seat, 
all the Enſigns of thy Grandeur down, 
Ty Robes, thy Scepter, and thy Crown; 7 
Shew thy concern, as its occafion, great, 
No more thy mingled colours of thy Roſe 
Shall their united Beauty boaſt, NL 
Since thoſe her fairer Checks did once diſcloſe, 
Are pale and wither'd, dead and loſt. 
Call fair Albania to partake thy woe, 
For, as the Loſs, ſhe will the Sorrow ſhare; 


I Whoſe Stings more pungent than her Thiſtks are: 


* 
os = | 
"4 


ric 


Thy Handmaid, fad lerns, too 

A mournful Lamentation muſt prepare, | 

Her Golded Lyre muft now neglected lie 
Like thoſe of Iſrael in exile, TER 

She, tho long vers'd in feigu'd complaint, 
And in affected Mourning quaiar, | 
Throꝰ all the confines of her Ifle 

Will raiſe a louder than her native Cry, 

Will real Sorrow to her Heart admit, 


And -grieye in I ears no longer counterſe t. 


1. 


(to) 
I. 


Her Lyon will with yours in Conſort roar, - 
And ſhe will weep at the amazing ſound, 
Till from the Flood-gates of her Eyes 
Her Land is more in danger to be drown'd, 
Than by the Tides that at het Sluces riſe, 
For Grief her dear Maria breathlels lies, 
For Grief her lov'd Maria is no more. 
She ſought Maria, and obtain'd her young, 

Her Prince renown'd in Council and in Arms, 
Who never any Conqu'ror knew, 
Till he Maria's powerful Eyes did view, 
And found their influence too ſtrong; 

Subdu'd by her refiſtleſs Charms, 
Courted this Treafure to enrich. the Land, 

W hoſe value with her years increaſt, 


Did more and more the Peoples Hearts command, 
Who moſt eſteem'd her, as they knew her beſt; 


She bleſt them early, and adorn'd them long, 
Till, to her native Soil recall'd, 


By Cbriſtian, worſe than Heathen Rome enthrall'd, 


She here did with tranſcendent luſtre ſhine, 

Our Rights and our Religion did ſecure. 

Kept them inviolate, that firm and pure 

Our Practice by Example did refine. f 

But Death has quencht our Hael's Ligbt, 

Has rob d Britannia s Eyes of their Delight, 

Has ſnatch'd Albania's and Ierna's Joy, 

And diſappointed Belgia's longing Sight. 

Since Fate does all your Bliſs alike deſtroy, 

All ſhould in Sorrow, as in Suff ring joyn, 
And till her Body ſhall revive, 

Preſerve her ſacred Memory alive; 

Then loudly your confederate Voices raiſe, 


Mourn, mourn Marias Fall, ſing, fing, Maria's Praiſe, 
| Ill. While 


Ler your loud Out- cries reach the Belpick ſhore ; - 


Since 


ſe; 
/hile 


(119 

III. 
While we our ſorrow for her loſs expreſs 
And with unbounded grief our own bewail, 
Well may we fear to find the paſſion fail, 

Rather than ſwell to an exceſs ; 
For if a Deluge of inceſſant Tears 
And Pyramids of monumental Verſe, 
Are but due Off rings at a worthy Herſe; 
To her's the Tribute ſhould be largely paid, 
To her's, in whom all Excellence was found, 
In whom each Grace and Virtue did abound, 
All by which Man is good or happy made: 

All to be valu'd or defird, 
All to be imitated or admir'd, | 
All that for which the wiſeſt Monarch pray'd, 
All that which makes the Juſt, alive ador'd, 
And dead, as univerſally deplor'd, 
Humble as high, and affable as great, 
She did her Subjects as a Parent treat; 
To all their cireumſtances had regard, 
Supply'd the needy, and the good preferr'd, 
The objects of her Pity or ber Care. 

Did both, as both were wanted, ſhare, 
Thoſe found Relief, and thoſe obtain'd Reward. 
This Practice, theſe Perfections of her Mind, 
Have made her dear, as ſhe was good, to all; 
And do oblige, as they affect Mankind, 
To wait cloſe Mourners at her Funeral. 

5 

For, oh! A fatal and a loath'd Diſeaſe; 

Fatal to England heretofore, 
And juſtly hared for its Injuries, 

When it the Royal Blood did ſeize, 
Aſſoon as Heaven its Current did reſtore, 
And ſnatch our darling Gloceſter from our eyes. 

Did Beauty on its Throne invade, | 
Alike to Heav'n, as her, and us unkind, 


Since Heav'n was copy'd in her Face and Mind, 


Its N 


612) 
Its Glory here, its Goodneſs there diſſ play d. 
Daily the growing Malady prevail'd, 
And weak ning her, increaſt its ſtrength ; 
Till baffled Art fell to deſpair at length, 
To ſee how its Succeſsleſs meaſures Fail 
And her Phyſicians by their Sighs and Tears, 
Declar'd the ſad Preſages of their Fears, 
V. 
Scarce could their chief Embaflador of Heaven, 
To whoſe reluctant tongue the Charge was giv'n; 
Lay the Conſtraint on his abhorring Breath 
To vent the ſad Preparative for Death; _ 
Bur what his faltring words could hardly "1H 
Was not unwelcom to her Ears, 
She with a ſmile the fatal Summons hears 
With leſs concern, than he who brought i it ſhew'd ; 
'And more unmov'd, than they who liſt ning ſtood, 
All Hearts, bur her' „ appear'd with Grief to break, 
Sbe in the Sentence no ſurprize did find. 
Nor now was to prepare to dye: 
That mighty work was her L gent bulioeſs mak 
| How to perform it ſhe did often try, | 
And with leſs fervency. for daily Bread, 
Than daily dying to the World, ſhe pray d. 
Thus ſhe Heav'ns Gift, her Life, to Heav'n reſign'd, | 
As freely as the Scepter from her Hand, 
Which in our Monarch's Abſence well the ſway'd, 
Nor more to loſe her Life, than Pow'r, repin'd, 
But chearfully her Prince and God obey'd, 
As cer ſhe did the Realms they callV'd her to, e. 
J. 
And now the Scene of Death's ſad pomp. appears, 
The Queen is from her ſelf eſtrang'd, | 
Her ſtrength impair'd, her lovely Viſage chang d, 
In ev'ry part ſhe dying Symptoms bears. | 
While the proud Conqueror inſults her Face, 
Does Beauty's nobleſt Cittadel ſurprize 
Clouds all the darling Splendor of her * 
7 And triumphs over every captiv'd Grate. 


' Naſt 


Fr 


and 


Wh (13) 

au obſerv'd her yieldling to the Foe, 

e ſaw, and dreaded Nature's quick decay, 

And found his Courage baffled now; W 

That Courage that did falling States ſupport, 

And frighten Armies from the Field, 5 * 'I 
Can to her ſuccor had no way, . heb AY 

gut unſucceſsful in its chief effort | | 59.) 

t ſelf does to the powerful Tyrant yield; 

Since he can bring Maria no relief, 

Pince nothing for her ſaſety can be done, 
He grows regardleſs of his own, -' 

- [Abandon'd wholly ro Exceſs of Grief; 
And to divert the Raviſher 
From his 1njurious force on her, | 

Invites him rather on himſelf to prey, | 
And ſwooning, haſtes to meet My on the way. 

+ VII. 

IWiſely the Tyrant to commit his Rape, 
Aſſum'd this formidable ſhape, 
He could no other frightful Vifage wear, 
la no diſwaying Form but this appear, 

To ſhock unduaunted Neſſau's daring Soul, 4 
Who oft, unmov'd, had look'd him in the Face; | 
loft! ſought him out in every likely place; 

I Among loud Cannon and their roaring Balls ., 
In Camps entrench'd, and well mann'd City Walls, 
While Show'rs of breaking Bombs fell round bis Head, 
He ſaw the fierce deſtructive Lightning roul, 
Amidſt the Danger, free from Dread ; IT» 
And could Death's Terrors ev'ry where deſpiſe 
'- | But in his dear Maria dying Eyes; 

| There they a ghaſtly Vizard wore, 

Such as be neyer ſaw before. 

This diſmal Object pierc'd his ſoftned Heart, 
The Foe attacking thus his tendreſt part, 

Soon made a Conqueſt o'er the whole: 
And now he firſt knew what it was ta fear, 


Nor could have kucwn it for bimſelf, but her. VIII. & 


s 


(14) 
VIII. 
Her he preferr'd to his own precious life, 
For ſhe its greateſt Bleſſing or 


And had not this attempt of Fate, 
Too well convinced him of her mortal ſtate, 
Had he not thus been undeceiv'd, 
He by her form and goodneſs had belicv'd 
An Angel, not a Woman, was his Wife. 
So firmly, ſo intirely ſtill they lov'd, 
That never two became more truly one: 
She had no will, but to her Lord reſign'd, 
His pleaſure ſwayd the Empire of her mind; 
Infevery thing, they were fo cloſely joyn'd, 
That Death a nicer task did never know, 
Than how to make the ſeperation, 
To kill the Wife, and not = Husband too. 
] 
Trembling and pale the Monarch near her ſtood, 
And as on her, Death laid his Icy Hand, 
He felt its froſty chillneſs ſeize his Blood, | 
Nor longer could, when ſhe was falling, land ; 
Faintly he call'd to be remov'd, 
He could not go, and durſt not ſtay 
To ſee her dying Pangs, whom he ſo dearly. lov'd 
To ſee Maria forc'd away. 
Scarce was he carried from the wounding fi ght, 
When as if griev'd with him to part, 
And that alone remain'd to break her Heart, 
As if diſpleas'd to ſee the light: 
She did her weary Eye-lids cloſe, 
And in Death's cold Embraces fell aſleep; 
But has alas! dilturb'd the World's repoſe, 
And left it cauſe for future Years to weep; 
While our lamenting Soveraign's ſole Relief, 
Is in the num rous Partners of his Grief. ; 
X. 
Such Comforts, if there Comfort can be found, 


4 Do in his own and foreign Realms abound : 


All 


(15) 
U Lands wherein the doleful news is known, 
ill the vaſt loſs with equal grief bemoan; 
All but the Gallick Askelon. 
) never may the Rumour thither come! 
ay ev'ry Tongue, that in thoſe ſtreets would ſpread 
The Fatal Tydings, that Marie's dead, 
or its reward be ſtruck for ever dumb, 
eft the inſulting Daughters of our Foe, 
ride in our Grief, and triumph in our Wo. 
Xl. 
Pet vainly they ſhall at our Loſs rejoyce, 
For ſtill Victorious Naſſau lives, 
Jiſpels our Fears, our Courages revives. 
he faithful Senate crouding round his Throne, 
do recognize him with a general Voice, 
In dutiful Addreſſes bows, 
Fidelity and juſt Obedience vows 
or do they promiſe him their aid in vain, 
ince they, in his, do their own Rights maintain; 
uch are the Bleſſings of his happy Reign. 
upported thus, he ſhall our Arms advance 
o ſcourge the haughty Inſolence of France; 
hall her faint Hopes and fading Lillies blaſt, 
| nd make her dearly pay for her Injuſtice paſt. 
o France then let us all our thoughts transfer. 
Ind for ador'd Maria grieve no more, 
hat happy Princeſs is above our Care, 
nd we her change injuriouſly deplore 
ince for a Mortal Diadem laid down, 
She ſhines in an immortal Crown, 
titled to it by her ſecond Birth, 


FINIS. 


ind reigns a Queen in Heav'n, who liv'd a Saint on Earth. 
| » : ' 
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Daphni, or a Paſtoral El: *BY, e 


—_— 


"Nondine Crotbetgiondes 
Tunbrigialia. a 
An Ode on the Incarnation, . 

- Hoglandiz Dceſcriprio, 
Milton's Sublimit y on Cyder. 
„ ob feila, a Poem, by Sir, 


8 Prom? on "At 
= es Pri 


"The Upſtart, a Shs." | 
A Poem on the e St. May's, 
Windſor Caſtle, a Poem. 


The Counter-Scuffle, a poem. 


A Panegyrick on Oliver Crommel, 
A Poem in Defiice of the Church, 


The Hind and Panther Tranſvers' d 
to the Story of the Covatry | 


| The Memoirs on the Right Vil- 
lainous 70% Hal, the late Famous 
and Notorious Robber, &c. 

Mr $haftog's Narrative giving an 


iz 


[4 2 
* 


9 Becam asu od 


18 
1 


x 


| » 


3 2 


1 


Milton's abt aferted 4 20 


ſwer to Cyder, a Poem. 


Canary Birds Natursliz J. 
Baucis and Philemon, &.. 18 
Circus, a Satyr: Or the Ring | in 


Hide Park. 


| 1:8 James's Park, a Satyr. 


The Spleca, a Findarique Ode; Op. ( 


Halifax, with other Poems. 


Blenbeim, a Poem, by Phillips. 
lac Flec noe, by 7, Dryden ; with 


Spencer's Ghoſt, by 7. Oldham. 


The Female Reign, an * by 


Sam. Cobb. 


* 


The Servitor, a Poem. : SONG | 

The Pulpit War. 

The Campaigo, 2 Poem, by. Mr, 
_Agaifon.. 


Don. Franciſco Sutorioſo. 
Cenſolation to Mira gnourhing, 


' with three Poems on his Death. 


of England," 
The Apparicion, 2 "wy fi, 


/ Mouſe and City Moufe,. 
Dr, Gath's Diſpcofary. 


Account of the Birth of the Pre. 
ee of Wn, &C. 
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